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AN OUTPOST OF IRELAND

“Is it a bath on Twelfth Day? Sure no
one would expect that, no more than on a
Sunday !”

Twelfth Day was accordingly added to
Miss Gerraghty’s list of Bath Holidays—
that is to say, the list allotted to Miss
Gerraghty’s visitors. Judging from appear-
ances, her private list was composed of one
infinite bath holiday ; indeed, she has been
heard in the kitchen announcing in clear
tones her opinion of ‘them thrash of baths”
to an audience whose hands and faces wore
a sympathetic half-mourning. Nature, we
were given to understand, had intended
Miss Gerraghty to be a lady; a fate more
blind to the fitness of things decreed that
she should serve tables in a Galway lodging-
house, a position in which higher destinies
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are likely to be overlooked. Some touches
of dignity remained hers by an immutable
etiquette; no cap had ever found footing
upon her raven fringe; a watch chain took
the place of the ignoble white apron.
Chiefest of all prerogatives, she was addressed
as ‘“ Miss Gerraghty ” by the establishment,
an example so carefully set by her brother,
the proprietor, as to suggest that her dowry
was mingled with the funds of the manage-
ment.

With these solaces she doubtless fed her
inner need of refinement, even while she
launched the thirteenth trump of repartee at
the woman who came to sell turkeys, or
broke a lance in coquetry with the coal man.
Such episodes were freely audible to the
sitting room by the hall—indeed, the woman
with the turkeys finally thrust her flushed
face and the turkey’s haggard bosom round
the door, in an appeal to Cesar that made
the rooftree ring. These things occur in
Galway, with a simplicity that is not often
met with elsewhere.

There was an afternoon when a native of
the Islands of Aran penetrated to the hearth-
rug of Miss Gerraghty's front sitting-room,
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in the endeavour to plant upon its occupants
a forequarter of mutton that smelt of fish,
and was as destitute of fat as the rocks of
its birthplace. Even the Aran man’s assur-
ance that it was ‘“as sweet as sugar,” could
not relax by a line the contempt with which
Miss Gerraghty, when summoned to judg-
ment, surveyed the dainty and its owner.
In course of the discussion, she took occasion
to inform the company that she herself could
only “eat ram mutton by the dint of the
gravy,” which bore, as it seemed, somewhat
darkly upon the matter, but had the effect of
deepening the complexion of the Aran man
by quite two shades of maroon, as he hoisted
his unattractive burden to his frieze-clad
shoulder and removed himself.

Miss Gerraghty then stated that them
Aran people had a way of their own and a
sense of their own, like the Indians, and
that a gentleman friend of hers who travelled
in tea, had once been weather-bound in
Aran and had had a bad stomach ever
since. She then retired to the kitchen,
where the narrative of the rout of the
Aran Islander held, for the space of ten
enjoyable minutes, an audience swelled by

.
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could discern a stale herring and tell the fish-
woman so. Like Goldsmith, they left nothing
untouched, and there was nothing that they
touched that they did not adorn, with genial
finger-mark or the generously strewn cinder.
Their hats perched like mange-stricken
parakeets in the hall, their witticisms
drew forth the admiring yells of the kitchen
audience from. breakfast till bed time, the
creaking of their boots was as the innumerable
rendings of glazed calico, or the delirium of
a corncrake. The Holy-days of the Roman
Catholic church were observed by them
with every honour, and with many varieties of
evening party ; and it is a matter for mingled
thankfulness and regret that they observed
them, for the most part, * Opposite.”
Assuredly Bedelia, with a clean face, playing
dance music, would have been a spectacle
hardly less memorable than Miss Gerraghty
and her Sunday boots circling in a waltz and
creaking through a quadrille, or sipping a
glass of port with the delicacy befitting the
noblesse. Yet with three Holy-days in one
fortnight it might have proved excessive.
Miss Gerraghty rises irrepressibly into
the foreground of these winter days, but
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appeal to a customer. “God knows I'm not
tight!” responds the customer, with even
superior pathos, ‘“but the times is scroogin’

meself!”
It is, perhaps, the leading draper who
. endures most. All day long the blue cloaks

and the bony elbows jostle against his
counters, disparaging hands subject his
calicoes and his flannels to gruesome tests,
his plush work-bags and scent-cases are
handled uncomprehendingly and flung aside ;
. acrid jibes are levelled at his assistants, who,
to do them justice, show a practised tartness
in rejoinder. Through the noise and the smell
of stale turf smoke a large musical-box
hammers and tinkles forth the ‘“ Washington
Post.”
Late in the wild darkness of the January
, evenings the cry “ Will thu gull-a-wallia?”
' (s#) (‘“ Are you going home?”) passes from
group to group in the streets. It is far on
into the night before the carts with their load
of sleepy and drunken people cease to stagger
and clatter along the bleak roads that take
them home. Beaten with snow, blinded with
rain, the holiday season wears itself out
in darkness, dirt, and inconvenience, after
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fountains of gold, and the lilac was delicate -
and cool ; a perfect stillness lay upon Galway.
Passing on through the streets there was no
sign of life, and the morning sunshine smote
on ranks of muffled windows : here and there
on the old houses the coats-of-arms of the
Galway Tribes uplifted their melancholy
witness to bygone greatness, but the town
spoke with no living voice. Emerging at
length from between blind-eyed house fronts,
the docks were reached, and in the large
vacant spaces of water now to be found
where was once the second port of the
United Kingdom, the smoke of a little
steamer rose in lonely activity, with the
mountains of Clare and the glitter of Galway
Bay for a background.

There was some delay in departure, owing
partly to a genial sympathy with the un-
punctual, partly to a question of precedence
among a pig family in the process of embark-
ation. The captain, a large clerical man in a
soft felt hat, bore it with the equanimity of
one who has learned in many journeys
between Galway and Aran what is the full
significance of the devils having entered into
the swine. The boat moved out at length
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of Clare was shorn perpendicular to the sea
at the thousand-foot drop of the cliffs of
Moher.

The steamer plodded on at her ten miles
an hour, the pig families below uttered no
more than an occasional yell of fractiousness
or dolour, and a party of Aran women sat
and conversed under their red shawls with
that unflagging zest and seemingly in-
exhaustible supply of material that may well
be the envy of the cultured.

It was eight o’clock when the anchor was
let go in Kilronan Bay, opposite the principal
village of the principal island, while the
changeless sunshine shone on shallow green
water, on dazzling whitewashed cottages, on
dark hills and valleys of grey stone. Round
the steamer flocked battered punts and tarred
canvas corraghs with their bows high out of
the water; tanned faces, puckered by the
sunlight, stared up from them, and in a storm
of Irish the process of disembarking began
—the phrase but feebly expresses the
spectacle of a kitchen table lowered from
the deck and laid on its back in a corragh, or
the feat of placing an old woman sitting in
the table with a gander in her lap. The
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speckled hide. Topping the costume is a
“Tam o' Shanter” cap, probably made in
Birmingham. It is not a graceful dress, but
the square shoulders and flat backs would
dignify a worse one, and the mild and
mottled pampootie loses its effeminacy with
the people’s singularly emphatic tread.

A hostelry of two whitewashed stories and
a thatched roof faced the pier, and we went
thither in search of a car, ordered some days
before. The door was open, admitting a
flood of sunshine to a narrow passage, on
one side of which was a kitchen, on the other
a sitting-room, with a wall paper of drab
trellis-work starred with balls of Reckitt’s
blue—so it seemed, at least, to eyes blinded
by the outer glare. It contained chiefly the
smell of apples and sour bread proper to
rooms of its class, such as in the lsles of
Aran seemed impossibly conventional. Train-
oil and sealskins would have shed a fitter
perfume. Having invoked the household in
vain, I essayed the kitchen, where an old
man in shirt-sleeves was in the act of eating
his breakfast. He regarded me, not without
aversion, and continued to share an egg with
a child of three years old who stood intent

A= B
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and dirty-faced at his elbow. I waited till a
precarious teaspoonful had been lowered into
the wide open mouth, and made my inquiry
about the car.

i *“They're out since five o'clock looking for
the horse.” Another spoonful of egg trembled
in the balance, and entered the speaker’s
mouth, not without disaster.

I averted my eyes, and asked where the
horse was usually kept.

“He does be out on the rocks.” The
spoon was pointed out of the window, some-
what peevishly.

Looking in the direction indicated, we saw
the arid shore of the bay, where, instead of
sands, grey stone in platforms and pavements
met the blue and glittering tide. From the
shore the country rose in haggard slopes of
gray stone with rifts of green; cresting the
height, one of Aran’s many ruined oratories
lifted a naked gable in the deep of the sky.
A narrow road followed the bend of the bay,
glaring white for two shelterless miles; no
living thing was visible ; the pursuit of the
horse must be raging on the other side of the
island. It continued for another hour, with
what episodes of crag and crevasse can
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scarcely be imagined ; finally a dejected and
shaggy captive was led in and was thrust into
the shafts of a car.

The drive that followed is not easily for-
gotten. There were moments when the car
seemed to open at all its joints, as if falling
asunder from exhaustion; and the shafts
swayed and swung like twin bowsprits, the
wheels creaked ominously, and one tyre left
an undulating line in the gritty dust of the
road. On either side spread floors of stone,
on which sat parliaments of boulders; we
passed a stone platform so large and so level
that the addition of three walls has made a
creditable ball-alley of it. The walls are said
to have been built with money given for the
relief of distress in Aran; if so, relief money
has often been worse spent in the West of
Ireland. The road kept in touch with the
coast, the car mounted to higher ground,
with the shafts pointing heavenward on either
side of the horse’s touzled mane. Pale green
fields and pale tracts of sand mitigated the
tyranny of rock, as the island sloped scuth-
eastward into the rich and wide azure of the
sea. A village straggled along the shore,
the chief mass of the low. white houses
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hearts remained harder than Pharaoh’s, and
chiefly by reason of the dearth of pie-dishes.
I “Why wouldn’t ye ax Miss O’'Regan down
in the town for the loan of a pie-dish? Sure
she’s full up of pie-dishes.” This remarkable
information came from Mrs. Holloran, but
was not acted upon.

| After twenty four hours of the ministry of
the Widow Holloran, we found the conclusion
forced upon us that the Simple Life was far
more complicated, and infinitely more exact-
ing than the normal existence of the worldling.
To us, nurturing a sulky flame in a gloomy
pile of turf, the truly Simple Life resolved
itself into two words : good servants. Even
the least of Miss Gerraghty's nieces would
have been a Godsend ; the thought of mutton
chops, procurable at any instant, all but
brought a dimness to the eye that foresaw a
dinner—the third in succession—of American
bacon and eggs that tasted of fish. It was
in one of the long May twilights that we
were waited upon by the man who had, on
the hearthrug of Marino Cottage’s Front
Sitting-room, offered us mutton, sweet as
sugar. This time he offered not mutton,
but sheep; he produced a sort of subscription






AN OUTPOST OF IRELAND 25

Meals at the Lodge were not things done
in a corner. Sheep cropped the grass to
the edge of the window sill, village children
loitered observantly on their way to the well,
tall brindled dogs, in whom must lurk some
strain of the old Irish wolfhound, gnawed
sapless bones in the porch, as in an accus-
tomed sanctuary. The cuckoo, that pre-
tended recluse, passed and repassed in
clumsy flight, even perching on the roof of
the house, and sending a hoarse and hollow
cry down the chimney. Sitting on the
rock ledges in the long morning, the
chiefest concern of idleness was to note his

' short and graceless flittings from boulder to
wall, his tactless call, coarsened by nearness
and the lack of illusion. Not thus does the
spirit voice poise the twin notes in tireless
mystery, among the wooded shores of

Connemara lakes.

i Below the Lodge, to the south-east, the
restless sand has smothered many a land-
mark, obliterated many a grave. Lie down
in it, it is a soft bed ; let it slip through your
fingers, dry and fine and delicate, while the
sea line is high and blue above you, and the
light breaker strikes the slow moments in
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and cliff. But for us, on that May morning,
land and sea lay in rapt accord, and the
breast of the brimming tide was laid to the
breast of the cliff, with a low and broken
voice of joy.

The walk here becane finally and de-
finitely a steeplechase, and those not bred
in Galway had better think twice before
attempting an Aran stone wall ; indeed, when
five feet of ponderous and trembling stone
lattice work has to be dealt with, the native
himself will probably adopt the simple course
of throwing it down, building it up again or
not, according to the dictates of conscience.
If the explorer survives two hours of this
exercise, he will have reached the fort of
Dun Zngus, built in days when Christianity,
a climbing sunrise, was as yet far below the
Irish horizon. Of its kind, it is reputed to
be as perfect as anything in Europe, but it is
an unlovely kind. Three invertebrate walls
of loose stones, eighteen feet high and fifteen
feet thick, sprawl in a triple horseshoe to
the edge of a cliff, which, with its sheer drop
of three hundred feet to the sea, completes
the line of defence. The innermost of the
three ramparts encloses a windy plateau
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physically for any destiny, equipped mentally

with the quick financial ability and shrewd-
ness of the Irish, yet slow to imitate, slow in
the adoption of what others initiate, regard-
ing, I fear, their country as the invalid and
ill-used wife of the British ogre, a wife of the
admired Early Victorian type, unoriginative,
prolific, and unable to support herself.

Looking down from Dun Zngus there is
little expression of the three thousand lives
that are hemmed in this floating parish. No
wheel is audible along the nine miles of
Irish moor; the other two islands lie gray
and still, rimmed by fawning and flashing
tides, lifeless save where the smoke of
burning kelp creeps blue by the water’s
edge.

It is a pleasant descent to the village of
Kilmurvey, down through the buoyant air of
the hill side; the grass steals its way among
the outposts of rock, till the foot travels with
unfamiliar ease in level fields. Near
Kilmurvey the Resident Magistrate’s house
shows a trim roof among young larch and
spruce, a miracle of modernity and right
angles after the strewn monstrosities of the
ridge above; passing near it, a piano gave
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keeping with the general run of events there.
Struggling with painting materials, plants of
maidenhair fern, and the usual oversights
and overflows of packing, scantily enveloped
in newspaper, we made our way on foot from
the Lodge to the bay below it, a distance of
some two or three hundred yards, and there
embarked, attended to the boat by Mrs.
Holloran and her next of kin—in other words,
a crowd of some twenty deeply interested
persons. We had shoved off and were
moving out towards the steamer over the
transparent green deeps of the bay, when I
remembered the little boy who had driven
our portmanteaux down to the beach in a
donkey cart, and I flung a shilling to one of
the next-of-kin in settlement of the obliga-
tion. We saw the emissary present the
tribute.

“ He'll not take it!"” was shouted from the
shore.

I protested at the full pitch of my voice to
the effect that he must not allow his mag-
nanimity to interfere with his just dues, that
I was very glad to give it to him.

“He'll take three!” travelled to us like a
cannon ball across the translucent water.
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A ketrTLE seated decorously on a kitchen
range is farless likely to be smoked than one
propped precariously on a heap of smoulder-
ing sticks. It is also ordained by the forces
of civilisation that it shall eventually boil; a
point by no means to be taken for granted in
the matter of the sticks. A sparcity of
saucers, an apostolic community of teaspoons;
no one would suspect the hidden humour in
such disabilities if confronted with them at
an ordinary ‘ At Home,” and however
excellent the appetite brought to bear upon a
chicken pie at a luncheon party, in the lack
of knives and forks it would scarce nerve its
possessor to eat with his fingers. And yet,
so skin deep a fraud 1is civilisation, the
chicken bone to which, through the years, I
look back most fondly, was gnawed, warm
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from the pocket, on the top of one of the
Bantry mountains.

The first picnic in which I clearly recall
taking part was, like many that succeeded it,
illicit. It unconsciously adhered to the great
and golden precept that picnics should be
limited in number and selectin company. It
consisted, in fact, of no more than four, which,
with a leggy deerhound, a turf fire, and the
smoke from the turf fire, were.as much as
could be fitted in. Why a ruinous lime-kiln
should have been chosen is not worth inquir-
ing into. It probably conformed best with
those ideals of cave-dwelling, secrecy, and
rigorous discomfort that are treasured by the
young. We were, indeed, excessively young,
and should have been walking in all godliness
with the governess ; two of us at least should.
The other two were turf-boys; who should
have been carrying baskets of turf on their
backs into the kitchen, and submitting them-
selves reverently to the innumerable oppres-
sions of the cook, who, they assured us, had
already pitched them to the Seventeen Divils
three times that same day. The lime-kiln
was sketchily roofed with branches, thatched
with sedge and was entered by the hole at
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pack of cards from a cavity in his coat that
had begun life as a pocket, and dealt them
out for “Spoilt Five” it was the turf-boy’s
turn to condescend. “Spoilt Five” is not in
any sense child’s play ; its rules are compli-
cated, and its play overlaid with weird usages
and expressions. For the uninitiated it was
out of the question to distinguish kings from
queens, or the all-important “ Five-Fingers "
from any other five, through the haze of dirt
with which all were befogged. The turf-boys
knew them as the shepherd knows his flock,
and at the end of the game had become
possessors of our stock-in-trade, consisting of
a Manx halfpenny, a slate pencil with plaid
paper gummed round its shank, two lemon
drops, and a livery button.

This was a good and thoroughly enjoyable
picnic, containing within itself all the ele-
ments of success, difficult as these may be to
define, and still more difficult as they are to
secure.

I remember an August afternoon, and a
long island that lay sweltering in a sea of flat
and streaky blue. Two heated boatloads
approached it at full speed, each determined
to get there first, and equally determined not
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were boiled in it, the eggs nestling amicably
among them (this to save time and fuel).
Ultimately there was made a comprehensive
blend of everything—eggs, potatoes, milk and
butter, the whole served hot, on flat stones,
and eaten with pocket knives and cockle-
shells.

Over our heads the unsophisticated sea-
gulls swooped and screamed—I remember
that one of them nearly knocked my hat off
on that island one day—the air quivered like
hot oil between us and the purple distance
of the mainland, and yet there was the island
freshness in it ; we lay on our backs on the
heathery verge of the cliffs and drowsed off
the potatoes. There were no plates to wash,
no forks to clean. It was an admirable
picnic. So every one thought, save the dogs,
who found egg-shells and potato-skins a poor
substitute for chicken bones.

There is, I think, in the matter of picnics
no middle course endurable. If they cannot
attain to the untrammelled simplicity of the
savage, they require all the resources of
civilisation to justify them. Let there be
men-servants, and maid-servants, and cattle
—for carting purposes—and, in fact, all the
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kind of all. The yacht started at day-
break; all was to be ready on the hill top by
our arrival.

I should think the least intelligent would
have already gathered the dénouement of
this “ Cautionary Tale,” as Mrs. Sherwood
would call it, and I need do no more than
indicate the closing scene of the day’s
tragedy. On a sea of turquoise, far-away
sails, saffron-coloured, and motionless in the
afternoon sunlight. On the mud floor of a
roadside public house, a small company of
bicyclists, drearily preserving life by means
of sour porter, flat, sweet lemonade, and
probably the stalest biscuits in the wide
province of Munster.

Many high authorities, including, I am
told, Mr. Herbert Spencer, assure us that it
is the inherited influences of prehistoric
ancestors that breed in otherwise decent and
home-keeping souls the love of the lawless
freedom of a picnic, and, to be sure, the
pleasure that we had in our island orgy, with
its plateless, spoonless indecorums, can best
be explained on some such theory. None
the less, I maintain that the ideal picnic is
only achieved by the most super-civilised
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elimination and selection. Two, or at most
four, congenial souls, and a tea basket of
latest device and most expert equipment—
these things, and thoroughly dry grass, and
I ask no more of heaven.
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“D’'veE remember of Gill and Poor Fellow,
greyhounds that was in it long ago ?”

I did not. In the long and tear-stained
annals of the family dogs but one greyhound
was in my memory, the saintly and beautiful
Gazelle, own niece to “ Master McGrath,” as
was recited with bated breath to new
governesses and other of the unenlightened,
coupled with large statements as to her
uncomputable value had not her tail in
youth been shut into a stable door and given
a double angle like a bayonet.

Rickeen was occupied, to some extent, in
felling a young ash tree. He swung in balf
a score of blows that made it shiver, and
presently came to the expected pause.

“Faith thim was the dogs—! My
brother Tom was butler here the same time,
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One summer night, at about this time, as
I lay in my bed, the spirits of prophecy and
of poesy came upon me hand in hand, quite
inexplicably. Bran was in his usual health,
and, as | afterwards found, was at that
very hour engaged in stealing mutton hash
from the back hall : but it was decreed that I
should compose an ode fatefully com-
memorating his violent death.
“Oh, Bran, thou wert gentle and sweet,”
I began, without an effort, while Mattei's
Valse swung and crashed its way up through
two ceilings from the drawing-room,
But now thou art past and gone,

Like a wave on the ocean so flcet,
And the deed of death was done.

Even here inspiration did not flag.

"Tis no use to wail or to weep.
For oh, alas and alack |

Thou'st gone to that eternal sleep,
From which none can bring thee back.

The magnificence of the close was almost
stupefying to the author; even the second
line of the verse had seemed full of a rending
passion. I sank to sleep,aware that I had
taken my place in literature.

A year afterwards came the miserable
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in Ireland, it was never used as a flour-bin
having been thus temporarily styled as a con-
cession to convention during the brief reign
of an English cook who had long before fled
to her native land.) Between the flour-bin
and the wall Jack’s fits usually took place,
and it was the wont of the tender-hearted
kitchenmaid (known to this day among her
fellows as “ Mary-the-Monkey.” The suffix
‘“the Monkey ” being a distinguishing mark ;
as “ Philippe-le-Bel,” * Robert-the-Lion ") to
unchain him after one of these seizures and
to sit before the fire with him on her lap,
No experience seemed to teach her that his
first act on recovery was to bite her suddenly
and then escape. The alarm was spread in
precisely the same manner on each successive
occasion. First a shrill and piercing scream
from * Mary-the-Monkey,” usually coupled
with an appeal to her God. Then an
answering yell from the next victim in the
pantry. Then a shouting, and an earthquake
slamming of doors through the house as its
occupants one and all sped to safety. Finally
the voice of the master assuring the invisible
household that all was well, and that the
monkey would never bite any one if they
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did not show that they were afraid of
him.

Jack died in a fit, and was mourned only
by the master and the faithful kitchenmaid.
Yet had he and his fellow had any desire for
social success it would have been easy for
them to have achieved it in a family so
inured to pets as ours.

But monkeys are worse than tactless.
They understand their own hideousness and
unpopularity, yet will not make a step towards
amiability. A little leaning to the pathetic
would have made us adore them, but they
prefer to remain malevolent, remote, uttering
coarse, mysterious grunts and screeches, out
of hearts full of cold devilry. Itisin keeping
with their vulgarity that they should thrust
their way into an assemblage of pets; an
insult even to the kid and the rabbit, an out-
rage to the memory of Bran.
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TuE date of its birth is uncertain. A torpid
tradition places it in the Early Victorian Era,
but the Regency is more probable ; even the
Rebellion of '96 may not have been beyond
its ken. Being a native of West Galway,
neither Regency nor Early Victorian Era
was likely to be an epochin its surroundings.
It belonged to the period when

«. . . Dick Martin ruled

The trackless wilds of Connemara ; ”
and the men who put it in its place scarcely
knew whether king or queen ruled in an
England that was as remote from them as
the India of to-day.

It is probable that in the youth of the

pump its labours were light. Baths were the
eccentricity of a few, a revival of the corrupt
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stress none of the pump’s repertoire of evil
symptoms was exhibited, nor did it fail to
respond to the astonishing variety of recep-
tacles presented to its grim beak. Next day
it gasped forth the mud of the bottom of the
well, and fell into a fractious disorder from
which it has never rallied; but none the
less the old house at its back owes its life to
the allegiance of its comrade of a hundred
years.
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HUNTING MAHATMAS

Manv people have learnt from “Kim"”
what it is to be a ‘““Chela,” and there was a
time, not long ago, when every self-respecting
evening paper and most of the magazines
had something sufficiently—or self-sufficiently
—illuminating to say about Karma or the
Mahatma. I am not skilled in Buddhism,
but I have assimilated a fact or two about
Mahatmas, and in so doing have become
aware of wider issues. ,

A Mahatma, I believe, implies primarily a
teacher,an instructor, a sage or hermit with in-
termittently social tendencies ; it also implies
the possession of many useful endowments.
Matter and space appear to be negligible
accidents to the competent Mahatma. Asa
mere after-dinner triviality he will summon

you a cigarette from infinity and will
4
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materialise it on the table; moving to higher
things, he can produce a copy of the Zimes
in the remoter parts of Tibet on the day on
which it appears in London, advertisements
and all, but exclusive, I fancy, of library
privileges. Transcending these lighter ac-
complishments, however, is his power of
transporting himself to a chosen place at a
chosen time without visible means of pro-
gression. He, we are assured, can fade from
the landscape with the beautiful elusiveness
of a rainbow, and can develop himself else-
where, in or out of the landscape, with a
precision with which the rainbow cannot
hope to compete.

There is a matter that seems to me to
have escaped observation—it certainly is not
generally admitted—that in society not
notably occult, in what, in fact, are often
spoken of as Hunting Circles (though why
circles, save with a very bad fox, it is hard
to say), these privileged beings are found.
Unsuspected, unappreciated, his high gifts
often despised, even disliked, the Mahatma
blooms in what might seem the uncongenial
soil of many a hunting country.

There is a difference, distinct and, in my
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mind, well defined, between the people who
hunt and the people who go hunting. The
people who hunt are the professionals ;
serious, impassioned even, but with subdued
emotion ; fanatics who live only to conjugate
the verb To Hunt in all its moods and
tenses; recognising implicitly the force of
its imperative, accepting its future with joy,
its past with loquacity. For them hunt
numbers are compiled, and runs recorded
with geographical accuracy and microscopic
detail ; they cut out the work, they give the
time. Yet it is not among their thrusting
ranks that the Mahatma is found. He is
evolved, in perfect response to the need for
him, among the wider brotherhood of those
who go hunting. These are the true free
lances of the chase. Having cast off the fear
of public opinion, and purged themselves of
the love of display, they have no conventions
to respect and no position to lose. Hand in
hand with their devotion to sport goes the
most saving good sense. How despicable to
these enfranchised minds must be the
meaningless twists, the desperate endeavours
of the zealots who, infatuated as a string of
ants, surmount unwaveringly every obstacle
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squeezed through it, and found the valley
smiling before me, and the hounds still
within reach. But the Mahatma had
gone.

I met him at the next check, cool and
unruffled, silent as to the miraculous nature
of his transit.

“Ye're barefooted,” he said briefly.

‘“A VOICE FELL LIKE A FALLING STAR "

I found that I had indeed lost a fore-
shoe.

Strange that such faculties as his should
command so little general admiration! Upon
his final manifestation, which occurred after
the fox had gone to ground, I heard the
Master say brutally :
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“How the devil did yox get here?”

The Master had given his horse two bad
cuts.

The Mahatma maintained a Druid silence ;
it was not for him to comment on the eternal
supremacy of Mind over Matter.
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I wasa meself every Sathurday morning,
whether I want it or no and 'twas washing
my face I was when William Sheehan came
in the door, and it no more than ten o’clock
in the morning.

That's the way I remember ’twas a
Sathurday, and Pathrick’s Day was Monday.

“ God bless the work | ” says he.

“You too,” says I.

“ Would ye lend me the loan of a harness,”
says he, “to drive Anne Roche "—(that’s
his wife)—‘‘to town on Pathrick’s Day ?”

The dear knows, says I to meself, if I
walked two mile asking a harness it isn’t to
drive that one I'd ask it!

“1 will to be sure,” says I, “and welcome,
but isit to town you're going on Pathrick’s Day
in place of going to Kyleranny? Sure you
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“ Thrue for you!” says I.

“ Will ye lend me the harness?” says he
to me again.

“Come here now William,” says I, “you
an’ me is friends this many a year. There
isn’t one in the counthry I have as much
wish for as yourself. The Divil sweep ye!”
says I. “Sure it's follying the Hunt you
should be, in place of goin’ drivin’ a side-car
to town like a servant boy!” says I, “and
you that was careing a puppy all the winter
for the Hunt, the same as meself!”

‘“ Ah, that was the grand pup!” says he.
“'Twas a pity he died, and God knows,”
says he, “I dunno in the world what killed
him, if it wasn’t a bottle of varnish he dhrank
one morning.”

Faith, says I to meself, it's aisy known
what killed the poor pup. It isn’t long our-
selves'd live if we didn’t get our victuals!

I drew out then, and I gave William a
puck in the chest.

“I'm tellin’ you now,” says I ‘Dang
the harness ye’ll get from me on Pathrick’s
Day! No! But you'll throw the saddle
on the pony a’ Monday morning and you'll
come out to the Hunt to jolly yourself!”
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“Sure the pony has the colour o’ lameness
on him since I had him at Cappagh Fair last
Tuesday, under pigs,” says he. ‘ That was
thirty mile on him.”

“ Arrah! what signifies that? " says I, “that
little horse is as tough as an eel!”

“ And he have a sore place on his shesht,
about as big as a thimble,” says he.

“And is it on his shesht you'd go put the
saddle ? ” says I.

“Well, it is not,” says he.

“ And as to go putting a collar and harness
on a crayture that has the skin sthripped,”
says I, “if it was an ass itself the polis'd be
afther ye for it.”

“Indeed I'm told so,” says he.

“Musha, Divil's cure to ye!” says I,
“isn’t it what ye can be tellin’ your wife?”
says I. “How simple ye are!” says L.

Not another word he spoke but to walk
away out o’ the house.

“Ye have the man annoyed with your
thricks, Conny,” says me wife, ¢ why wouldn’t
ye give him what he was axing and not to
be blackguarding that way? Maybe yerself
wouldn't be so ready to go borrowing a
harness for your wife ?” says she.

'”
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“ Maybe if I was married to Anne Roche
it isn’t me razor she’d take to go cuttin’ spuds

for seed ? ” says I.

““Arrah, sit down to your breakfast,
Conny,” says she, ‘ and have done with your

chat!”

“I'm tellin’ you,” says I, “if Anne Roche
goes to town on Pathrick’s Day, it's her own

two legs'll carry her!”

“Glory be to God!” says me wife, * she’ll
be mad altogether! She’ll tear iron!” says

she.
* Divil mend her ! ” says I.

Now as for the foxy mare I had that time,
I declare to ye if ye had her within in the
stable, and to be keeping oats to her for two
days, she’d have as much thricks and Zaskgy
in her, and she'd be as anxious for the road

as a lad that'd be goin’ to a fair.

If she was to be kept within always and
getting what she'd ax of hay and oats, it’s all
would be about it she’d break the sidecar!
(and faith, she was nigh handy to doin’ that
same one time!) But what can a crayture
do that’s working always, and getting black

potatoes for her diet?

I went to her St. Pathrick’s morning early,

, G
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and the full up of a tin basin of ocats in my
hand. The very minute I opened the door:

“Ah—hem!” says she to me, this way.

“ The Divil go from you ! ” says I, *“ wasn’t
the year long enough for you to get a cough,
and not to be sick on Pathrick’s Day? And
if ye were coughing the full o’ the house ye'll
not stop within to-day!” says I, “ye can
have your choice thing of coughing to-
morrow !’ says I.

And b'lieve me, 'tis she that had that same.

I rode her out quite and aisy, it's no more
than five mile to Kyleranny, and the two
lads of sons I have was legging it out before
me. :
‘““ What have ye in the bottles? " says I to
the eldest little fella when I passed them out.

“ Milk, Sir!” says he.

‘““And what have ye in the bag ? ” says I
to the other lad.

“ Me boots, Sir,” says he.

I knew well that was a lie for them, but I
said nayther here nor there to them. _

When I was passing Macarthy’s, coming
into Kyleranny, what was in it but William
Sheehan’s yella horse—* Shan Bui” is the
name we has in this counthry for them yella
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day and knockin’ all night, and if ye axed
the change of a half-crown, it wasn't in it.

Faith, I said to John Daly, there wouldn’t
be any fun, nor no cursin’ nor nothing, when
the Major wouldn’t be in it.

“ Maybe I might please ye yet before the
day’s out,” says he, lookin’ at me ugly enough.
“Time's up!” says he then, and with that he
comminced to bugle, and away with himself
and Tim and the dogs, out north for
Dempsey’s Gorse.

Well, you'd have to pity William Sheehan
if ye seen him that time follyin’ the hounds
out the road from Kyleranny to Dempsey’s
Gorse. As soon as me bowld Shan Bui felt
the horses throttin, and batthering, and
belting the road afther him, he made all sorts
of shapes and forms of himself, and as for
William, if it wasn’t for the almighty howlt
he cot of the crupper of the owld saddle, he
was a dead man,

“ Blasht your sowl, William!” says owld
Dan Donovan to him, “if you would save
your bones,” says he, ‘ you will lead him out
now for a mile till you're coming up to
Dempsey’s, and when ye have the hill agin
him then’s the time ye'll get satisfaction |”
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Well, William had great courage the same
day. He held his howlt on the little horse
out to Dempsey’s, and when we come to the
gap into the southern field, below the house,
Johnny Daly went away in up through the
land. Well, at the third field west of where
Dempsey had the turnips two years ago,
there was about three foot of a stone wall
before us. The yella pony jumped it very
crabbed, but the minute he landed, and he
havin’ the fall o' the ground before him, he
made a ball of himself, and he bet a lash on
Dan Donovan’s owld white mare that wasn’t
sayin’ a word, only goin’ from step to step
over the wall, like a Christian, and with that
he legged it away down the hill !

B'lieve me, William was promising God
that time that if he come safe out of it he'd
howld to the side-car and not ax to go
huntin’ agin! But indeed poor William had
great courage all through, only for the wife.

“Whatever way it is,” says I to Dan
Donovan, and we wheeling round the brink
o’ the hill, “ every horse that'’s in it will have
his 'nough of grass ate before the dogs'll
have them furze bushes rattled out, and,
I'm tellin’ ye, that’ll quieten them.”
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“The divil a fox is there in it at all,” says
Dan.

“Well, now,” says William, ‘there's a
woman of the Sullivans’ that has a little
house beyond, is afther tellin’ me a while ago
himself and his pups has a nest in it some
place. Last week she seen them walkin’ in
and out of it, like young pigs.”

“Maybe she didn't tell ye what way her
sons has them pairsecuted with greyhounds
and bulldogs and all sorts!” says Dan.

Well, divil such screechin’ ever ye heard
as what the dogs comminced then down in
the furze.

“That's Fiddler!” says Dan, “that’s a
great hound! Maybe it's a cat he have
nooked in it!"

“ Faith, well is he called Fiddler!” says I,
“ he roars most furious.”

“Look over! Look over at Johnny
Daly!” says William, ‘what bugling he
have now! If it's a cat itself, what harm
would it do them to ate her! It's little
ateing there is in the like of her; them poor
craytures of dogs does be starved with the
hunger ; and that’s what has them yowling
this way.”
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“ Look at Johnny skelpin’ round the bog !”
says I, “mind ye, he’s souple yet, and he as
gross as a bullock, and a back on him as long
as a double-ditch!”

“Whisht ! ” says Dan, *that’s the Whip
man screechin’ to the dogs! They have a
fox surely !”

“Ye lie!” says William, “that’s Jeremi’h
Drishcoll’s screech, I seen him within in the
furze. Hi cock! Jeremi’h! Bate him out of
it boy!”

“Ah, that's a fine sober fox,” says owld
Dan, “he’ll not lave his den for them. It's
a pity now,” says he, ‘that the Major
wouldn’t have a fox keeping in a stable,
and on a holiday, or the like o’ that, to put a
halter on him and lead him out before the
hounds. Begob, he'd give them a nice
chase!”

With that all the lads on the hills around
let a roar out o' them.

“ Hulla! Hulla! Hulla!” says they. ‘Look
at the cat! Look at he! Look at he! Down
him! Land him!”

Every dog that was in it legged it to the
roar.

Well, if ye seen Johnny Daly comin down
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the hill that time ye'd think the fairies was
afther him. He'd jump the house, he was
that mad |

“Plase God he'll not come our way!”
says I.

I declare to ye now, if you seen Jeremih
Driscoll leppin’ the furze bushes, and Johnny
Daly afther him with the whip, ye'd as soon
be lookin’ at it as ateing your dinner. And
as for Tim Hurley, you’d have to pity him,
sthrivin’ to go around every hound that was
in it.

“ The dogs have her ate! More power!
They have the owld catate!"”” says Smartheen,
that was sitting up on the wall behind us.
“She was dam cute! I thought she’d besht
them! The shkamer!”

'Twasn't long afther that till Tim Hurley
had all the dogs gothered and counted, and
tis he that got his own trouble with them!
Them poor fellas of Whips catches great
hardship. Johnny Daly faced away up the
hill agin them, and the whole o’ thim afther
him.

“It’s for Biudth he’s making,” says I, ‘“and
if that’s to be the way, it's there ye'll see
leppin!” says I. “Tighten yerself now
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Dan!” says I, * thim banks above in Bludth
does be made up very crabby, and as for
walls, it's not stones at all they has in them,
but bog mould and slates!”

Well, for all, poor William Sheehan had
great courage that day.

“Your sowl to the divil, Smartheen!”
says he. ‘“Knock a few o' thim stones,
boy !”

With that he gives the yella pony a
salamandher of a belt, and he coorsed him
about three turns around the field the way
he’'d knock the wind out o’ him, in regard of
he being out on grass always, and when he
thought he felt him jaded it’s then he faced
him in at the wall. But in spite of all he
jumped it very sevare and very ugly. Them
Shan Buies is very piggish that way.

Meself, I don’t like them flippant leppers ;
I'd like a horse that will put his two forefeet
into the butt o’ the wall, and give ye time to
say two Aves and a Pather before he leps
out.

“As for my mare,” says I to Dan, the
same time, “ she boxed her knee a fortnight
ago, and it’s big with her yet, and faith she’s
avouring it always. And indeed that’s a
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cross place in any case,” says I. *“God
bless ye, Smartheen,” says I, “ throwdown a
couple more o’ them stones !”

I'm tellin’ ye Smartheen was a decent
civil boy always.

We follied on the bohireens afther that,
ye'd think 'twas a wedding with all that was
in it! Throttin’ and steppin’ their horses,
and the hounds and the ladies and gentlemen
and all out before us.

“ Faith,” says I, “they'd get as nice a
shweat this way as what they’d get in any
quadhreel whatever in Dublin Castle,” says
I, “and as for jogglin’ and jowltin’,” says I,
“any one'd be the better o’ this in his health
while he’ll live,” says I.

Indeed, all that was in it was teeming
down with the heat before we were up into
Bludth at all.

Comin’ up out o’ the bohireen there was a
stick left across in the end of it, keepin’
in calves; a middlin’ heavy pole, and the
two ends fasht. If it was in the Cork Park
races ye wouldn’t see as much fun as
what we knocked out of it with young Tom
Dennehy! Sure he was ridin’ the Docthor’s
grey mare, an’ he dhressed out, and grand
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yalla gaiters on him, and he in dhread of his
life !

“ Dennehy took great use out o the
bohireens all through !” says one of the lads
“’tis time for him to throw a lep for us now!”

It's well the Docthor wasn’t looking at
them that time, and they weltin’ the mare
with switches and stones, and Dennehy
howlding her back from the lep when she’d
be gethered for it.—Begob! he fell heavy
when the crayture jumped in the spite of him!
And there’s where the fun was!

Ye wouldn’t blame him to be afraid if it
wasn’t for the dirty little boasting he has
always. But indeed 'twould stun any one to
hear the talk of the Dennchys.

“Mind yourself now, William,” says Dan,
afther the three of us had a place made out
above on the hill for ourselves to stand aisy.
“ The hill tops is lakes afther the rain,” says
he, ““though be Jingo!” says he, ‘ that little
horse went over the hill very knacky!”

“Look at Smartheen comin’ down the
bohireen over!” says I, ‘“what have he in
the bag? Ye'd say it was a side o’ bacon
with all the dogs that’s snortin’ afther it ”

“Be dom !” says William, * but it’s a fox!
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Look at Johnny Daly that has all his own
dogs dhrove in under the wall. B’lieve me,
them two has it settled out! We'll see sport
now,” says he, ‘afther Smartheen’ll throw
down the owld bag and give the fox a couple
of kicks for to rise his heart for him!”

Well, what it was vexed Johnny Daly I
dunno, but he was mad altogether! He
lepped out the wall before him, and he as
wicked with the passion as that he didn’t
roar, nor say a word, till he had Smartheen
cot by the coat and the whip ruz to him to
sthrike him! Ye wouldn’t know what was
the two o’ thim sayin’, but Smartheen thought
to run, and 'twas then Johnny cot the bag
secondly to take it from him. Every lad
that was in it comminced to cheer and to
bawl when they seen the two o’ thim in
howlts. I believe meself let a few screeches,
but as for William, if it was his father that he
seen took by the polis, an’ he dhrunk, he
wouldn’t have more nature for him than whag
he showed to that boy.

« Hon-a-maun-dhiaou/! He'll have him
dhragged off the horse!” says Dan.

“He will! He will!” says I, “he’s dam
stubborn | ”



-
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Maybe if it wasn’t for the way Johnny
crooked the owld horse with the spur,
sthrivin’ to squeeze the leg around him, he'd
have held his howlt, but a Turk couldn’t
stand it with the hoist that owld Monaloo let
out of him.

“He’s down!” says Dan. “He’s dead!
"Tis on his head he’s fallen!”

“Ye're a liar!” says William, “it’s on the
fox he fell! The big mastheen of a tyrant !”

'Twasn’t long then till the whole of us was
gethered lookin’ at Johnny, and he ravin’ like
a cat in the measles, and every bit that was
on him desthroyed with the gutther, and
says he to Smartheen, givin’ a bitter big
curse :

“It’s all I wish,” says he, “that ye were a
football before me! Ye wouldn’t last me
three kicks!"” says he.

"Twould dhrive a chill through your
stomach to be leshnin’ to the talk he had.
And sure the fox was as flat as the palm o’
yer hand within in the bag!

“Oh, fie, fie!” says Dan, “our fox is gone
from us!”

Indeed, ye wouldn’t like to be lookin’ at
the crayture. Johnny Daly’s a very weighty
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man, and sure it’'s the last sthraw, as
they say, put the hump on the camel. But
in any case Smartheen battled it out well,
and all that was in it was givin’ him
applauses.

Yerself knows Bludth, that there’s as many
hooks and pooks in it as that a person'd be
moidthered before he’d have them gone
around, let alone dogs, and horses.

“ B'lieve me,” says Dan, “’tis as good for
them to give over ; sure we’re sick and tired
waitin’ on them. The fox that keeps this
hill has a sthrong dungeon, and sorra fear of
him to lave it for to be sporting for them.
What a fool he is!”

“Yerrah shut yer mouth, Dan!” says I,
“thim lads on the paikeen south is screechin’
like as if they seen somethin’! What have
ye over there? ” says I, lettin’ a roar.

“Yerrah, what are they sayin’ at all?”
says William, “it's like pigs talkin’! Sure I
can’t understand them no more than if I was
a fool!”

With that the dogs comminced to gallop,
and away with the whole of us. Well,
William had great courage always.

“'Tis down the gully we should go, and
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we'll be before them whatever side they'll
turn,” says he.

“Musha, the divil go from ye!” says I,
‘“maybe it's down the chimbly ye’d have us

“HE'S GONE NORTH AGINI®

go! Sure a man itself couldn’t stand in it,
it'’s that steep!”
“ No, nor ten men couldn’t ! ” says Dan.
“If it was the ugliest place in life, ye'll be
hard set to find a betther,” says William.
Well, afther all, we went down in it, as
well as another, and you may say there was
scroogin’ and scramblin’, and thim that was
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afther us was bet down on us like a load o’
hay, and thim that was before us cursin’ black
and blue for the way ourselves was squeezin’

them.

‘“Faith! We're as throng as three in a
bed!” says Dan, ‘‘ the dogs could run away
in their choice place and divil a one of us

would know what side they went !”

“ He’s gone north agin!” says a lad above
on the hill, and every one that was in it
turned about in the gully and up with them

up it agin.

“ Maybe if it was himself was down in it
he wouldn’t have so much chat about goin’
north!” says I, “and we twistin’ in it like

ye'd be dancin’ a reel.”

But as for William’s little horse, if it was
the roof of the chapel he was on he’d run
in it like a bird, rocks or slates or any
other thing, he wouldn’t give a dang for

them.

The sight'd lave your eyes if ye were
lookin’ at us afther that, comin’ down out of
Bludth, with slidin’ and slippin’, and buck
leps and all sorts, and the dogs yowlin’ away
through the counthry from us. Great banks
there was below in the fields. Every one o’

H
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them that we come into my mare would crouch
like a hen before it, and she’d let a screech, and
over with her, and wouldn’t lave an iron on
it. That was her routheen always, only
when she soured by the dint of the Shan
Bui, that was baulking with William out
before her. When I'd have to dhrive her
over before me she’d be waitin’ on me the far
side of the fence, ateing grass, till I'd come
afther her. She is a grand mare indeed, and
high ginthry does be jumpin' mad to buy her
foals.

"Twasn’t long till we come up to the dogs,
where they were searchin’ and snuffin’ round
the four corners of the field, and divil a smell
could they get. We seen a lad then standing
up on a rock, waving.

“He's gone wesht up the road!” says
he.

“ Did ye see him?” says Johnny Daly.

“ Faith I did so!” says me lad, “and he
was the most courageous thief of a fox ever
ye seen!”

I went up to the lad.

“Where did ye get the two coats, ye're
afther throwing behind the wall? ” says I.

“'Tis aiqual to you where I got them,”
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says me lad, “ax no questions and ye'll be
told no lies!”

“ Faith, there’s no occasion,” says I, “sure
it's you is good-natured to be carryin’ the
two coats that was on my two sons this
morning,” says I, “and you bloated with
running,” says I

Divil a word he said, but away with
him.

“Thim two young lads o' mine will
be apt to get a bating before night!”
says I to meself, “and they're in the
want of it!”

“Forrad! Forrad!” says Johnny to the
dogs, that was whining most peevish round
and about, and you’d think if he never had a
nose on him he’d get the smell o’ the paraffin
oil, it was that parsevarin’.

Two mile we legged it then, and the
biggest walls in the counthry was in it, and
God help them that had to be building
them afther us! Comin’ up Milleenavillen,
William and a few more of us turned about
round the butt o’ the hill, for fear we'd be
bet out entirely, and it wasn’t long till we
met with a great mountaineer of a big bank
down in the widow Brinckley’s land. Meself
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A half a gallon of paraffin they had soaked
in it. If it was herself and not meself had
one and eightpence lost by it she might be
talkin’. :

I'm told she gave William the Seven
Shows of Cork on the head of it, but indeed
poor William had great courage the same
day.
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No doubt the fact that it was forbidden, or
mainly forbidden, lent it a considerable charm.
The prohibitory edict was a semi-obsolete
Statute of—say—the reign of Edward VI.
Authorities, when driven to their last trench,
fell back on it, declaring that no respectable
children were allowed in stable-yards, or
ever had been. We never argued the point.
At an early age we had learned the folly of
hardening fluid prohibition into adamant by
argument ; but we did not cease from visiting
the yard.

As I look back I see a procession advanc-
ing from the dimmest and most ancient places
of memory, a procession as varied as that
which in Maclise’s picture slowly winds away
from the Ark. Heading it are two figures
who, in their prime, ranked equally as the
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over-lords of the stable-yard, Old Michael,
and the copper-coloured turkey cock. When
one has attained an altitude of some consider-
able number of inches over five feet, it is
hard to estimate the terror that a robust
turkey cock can inspire in a person, however
charged with valiant intention, of little more
than forty-eight inches over all. The
copper-coloured turkey cock was subtle as he
was vicious; he appreciated as well as any
Boer General the moral effect of a surprise.
To face him, to go forth with intent to battle,
was possible, even enjoyable, but at this
moment I can feel the panic, blinding and
disintegrating, of being taken in the rear; 1
remember the sound of the striding claws
on the gravel behind me, the rustle of the
stiff wings ; were I but four feet high, and
still wore short socks, I am convinced that I
would run as hard if similarly attacked.
Coincident with the time that the turkey
cock held sway, one of us had somehow
acquired a dog, a meek, female creature,
always engaged either prospectively or re-
trospectively in family affairs, and loaded
with a spirit broken by long beatings from
the back-door. She was white, with very












.r..‘im

S e
PR NI, X3

™

v

i NI




ALSATIA ~ 127

helper, and was also a self-constituted spy in
the service of the government—or rather of
the governess—and a more implacable tale-
bearer never truckled to authorities.

“The two o' them is round back o' the
cow-house, Miss. It's now this minute I
seen them climbing out over the garden
gate!”

Thus we, prone on the slant of the cow-
house roof, under the drooping laurel
branches, with our pockets crammed with
green, young apples, have listened, panting,
to our betrayal. Any other man on the
place would have lied in our cause with
chapter and verse.

There was a tradition about Old Michael
that he had once been bitten by a mad dog,
and had thereupon, as a recognised antidote,
killed the dog and eaten its liver. There
was something luridly attractive about the
transaction, and we often discussed the pos-
sibility as to whether the liver had thoroughly
played its part, and whether it might not
be that he suffered from slight chronic hydro-
phobia, and that, at any moment, he might
turn snarling and foaming upon us. His
ordinary manner lent itself to the fancy, his
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cloaks and thin red legs and feet, like the
choughs that used to breed in the neighbour-
ing cliffs. Upon the wet grass on the way
round to the stable yard they squatted in a

“ANCIENT WIDOWHOOD AND SPINSTERDOM "

gabbling row, waiting for the coming forth

of the master, and chaffing Jer Sullivan for

having joined the ranks of ancient widowhood

and spinsterdom, with the unquenchable

spirit that lurks in the oldest and most forlorn
1
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Irish peasant woman. On this occasion, Jer,
having exhausted his stock of repartee,
planted himself on the hall-door steps.

“Is the granddada comin’?” he called
through the window to us, assembled in
the hall. His face, wrinkled and grizzly,
was pressed against the glass, his filmy eye
was full of unutterable things.

“] have a present for ye!” he said, as
soon as we had opened the door.

To expect a begging petition, and instead
of it to be threatened with a gift, is something
disconcerting, but we were young, too young
to know the mental and financial wear and
tear involved by a present from such as Mr.
Sullivan.

“What would you be sayin’ to a nate little
pony?” went on Jer, with a beguiling smile
that was staked out by four huge yellow
teeth. * Sure a friend o’ mine has him below
at the gate. Wait awhile now—"

He paused, with an artist's knowledge of
effect, and strayed away down the avenue in
the indefinite manner of beggar men.

The ceremonial of the gifts pursued its
usual course. The Master moved down the
row, a silence of expectation before him. a
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cackle of blessings behind him; as each
received her dole she gathered her ragged
plumage about her and flitted away, blessings
still flowing from her as the steam-clouds trail
out behind a train.

To us again, after breakfast, returned Jer
Sullivan, and, incredible sight, he was leading
a small pony. It was about thirteen hands
high ; in colour, dirty white, with a very wild
eye, afigure like a toast rack, and a long tail.

“Sure your Honour knows the breed of
him well. His dam was by the Kerry
Diamond, the same as your Honour’s coach-
horses, the grandest horses in the globe of
Ireland!”

Jer took a pull, and the Master eyed the
pony in deep silence ; the pony eyed us and
snorted apprehensively.

“ Sure the granddam of that one,” resumed
Jer, “ was no loftier size than himself, an’ she
took a load out o’ Banthry, an’ a woman, an’
three bonnives, an’ two bundles o’ spades,
an’ seven hours was all she took comin’ to
Tragumena Strand.”

“What do you want for him? ” said the
Master. To say that our hearts leaped in us
at this approach to business, is to put the
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thing very mildly. They rolled and rioted
like porpoises in a summer sea, what time
the Master, and Jer, and Jimmy Hosford, the
coachman, who had joined the action irre-
pressibly, moved round and round in the
slow orbits of the deal. The fiction that the
pony was a present had been abandoned,
the thing had narrowed to a duel between
Jer Sullivan and Jimmy Hosford. The
Master had made his offer—4£5, I believe—
and had strolled away.

“ There isn’t as much condition on him as'd
bait a hook,” said Jimmy Hosford.

“Oh, Jimmy!” we screamed as one man,
“he’s a lovely—"

“ Ah, God help ye! ” said Jimmy Hosford,
washing his hands of a bargain in which he
had to suffer such collaborators.

“ My darlin’ childhren,” said Jer in a hoarse
whisper to us, “don’t mind for he bein’ a
small bit thin an’ wake in himself; it's
what ails him "—the whisper deepened and
thickened—* he was ridden—by nights!” he
paused awfully ; *“ wouldn’t I find him in the
mornings bate out an’ sweatin’; an’ signs on
it, the world wouldn’t make him cross run-
nin’ wather|”
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attention drawn to the creeping grey form
of the yard Tom, making fowling observa-
tions in the shrubbery. Like twin bolts from
a thunder-cloud they sped on the chase ; two
highly connected white fox-terrier ladies,
shrieking shrill threats at the intruding
vermin. No wonder the yard Tom galloped.
Yet the close observer could not but notice
that as soon as the distance from the quarry
had been reduced to some three or four feet,
it remained fixed at that. In that nicely
maintained interval was embodied one of the
most immutable clauses of the treaty.

The treaty, however, and all connected
with it, were of the most artificial and trifling
to that child of nature, the hound mother.
She, like her many predecessors, pretended to
no higher sphere of operations than the
stable yard. :

“ The care of my children and the surveil-
lance of the ashpit,” she seemed to say, “are
all I demand.”

But, like her predecessors, a more accom-
plished and wide ranging thief never jumped
on to a kitchen table, or smirked hypocri-
tically outside a hall door on the chance of
making a dash upon the dining-room. Itis
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not long since that history, for the twentieth
time, repeated itself.

“The ham! the ham!” wailed from the
dining-room the voice of the mistress.
*“ Niobe has stolen the ham !”

The sequel was given by the laundry-
woman, herself long versed in the ways of
the stable yard, and of hound mothers.

“1 was west in the field spreading the
clothes, when I seen herself sthretched above
on the hayrick. Divil blow the stir that was
out of her! I knew by her she was at some-
thing! An’ afther that I dunno why she
wouldn’t bursht with all the wather she
dhrank! She has the divil's own inside ! ”



“IN SICKNESS AND IN
HEALTH”






“IN SICKNESS AND IN
HEALTH”

WHEN 1 first heard these words I was not
highly impressed by them, or by anything at
the moment except the redness of the bride-
groom’s nose, and the surprising manner in
which one of “the young ladies’” dresses
had been coerced into fitting the bride. The
solemnities of the service passed, in every
sense, over my head, which was then not
much higher than the table at which the
priest stood ; indeed, it was only by putting
forth the fullest wriggling powers of child-
hood that I was able to gloat in comfort on
the bride’s blushes from a loophole between
the turf-flavoured folds of her mother's
Galway cloak and the repressive elbow of
my elder brother. Why the ceremony
should have taken place in the vestry 1
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Tom Cashen’s dog, a hungry, furtive thing,
capable at any moment of clearing the table
of all that was upon it. The moment came,
as it comes to those who wait with complete
attentiveness, and Tom Cashen’s dog did not
let it slip. It was during the retributions of
justice that the bread burned in the oven, the
coffee boiled over on the range, and the
porridge adhered massively to the bottom of
the saucepan.

“I’'d sooner be digging the clay from
morning till night,” said Tom Cashen, after
a long and prayerful imprecation, *than to be
at this kind of work. There isn't a man in
the world without getting married but he’s
sure to die quare, and no wonder, from the
work that’s within!”

Translated into our inferior English this
aphorism sets forth the opinion that a
bachelor who has to do his own household
‘work is bound to end his days in a lunatic
asylum. This view of matrimony had not
before been heard by me, and it seemed to be
wholly reasonable. For one thing, the men
in the yard were always right in our eyes,
and always full of just complaints against the
kitchen; in any case, the Work that was
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Within—the arduous triflings with saucepans
and sweeping-brushes—was certainly con-
temptible as compared with the realities and
the fascinations of the stable and the hay-
cart. The point of view of Mrs. Tom Cashen
was not touched upon; I think I realised
that she was not likely to have one.

She was described at the time of her
marriage as “fine and fair and freckled, and
a great warrant to fatten turkeys,” and she
walked two miles every day, with a basket on
her back, to carry Tom Cashen’s dinner to
him—potatoes and boiled eggs, kept hot in a
clean towel. Later on the dinner was carried
by two barefooted little boys; from thence-
forward, during many years, there was always
a barefooted little boy or two to carry it,
whereat the heart of Tom Cashen was glad,
and so, in a modified degree, was the heart
of Mrs. Tom Cashen, combating hourly, in a
swarming cabin, with the Work that was
Within.

Some time afterwards, when a spare son
or two had betaken themselves, weeping
direfully, to America, it fell to my lot to sit
by the fire in the Cashen household, and to
read aloud a letter from one of them, for the
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enlightenment of his parents, who were not
skilled in the finer arts. It was a most
affectionate letter, inquiring in turn for all
members of the family, and it enclosed an
order for two pounds. It concluded as

follows :

“I think, my dear father, I will not see
you again, because you are very old and you
will soon die, but when I come home I hope
to have the pleasure of visiting your grave

and crying my stomachful over it.”

On receiving these cheering assurances the
gratification of Tom Cashen was enormous;
it was more to him, he said, than the two
pounds itself, and, in his own words, he * had

to cry a handful.”

There came a day when the words of the
letter recurred in their extremest force.
Within sight of the Chapel, spoken of further
back, stands a ruin, with the ground inside
and outside of it choked with graves; mound
and crooked headstone and battered slab,
with the briar wreathing them, and the lime-
stone rock thrusting its strong shoulder up
between. In the last light of an October
afternoon I found myself there, in a crowd
that huddled and swayed round one intense
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unpleasant, to marry a perfect stranger wasa
point quite outside her comprehension. She
had never spoken to him, she admitted, but
what signified, so long as she got a good
account of him. It was afterwards discovered
that the lover had been rejected because his
family had been broom-makers, and that no
self-respecting girl would look at him on that
account. The point of social etiquette here
touched remains still dark, but it was insuper-
able, and the cook eventually married the
gentleman whose lofty calling it was to drive
the butcher’s cart.

The day before the marriage the battle
was waged in the usual manner between
the Loughrea brother and the bridegroom ;
greasy pound notes were slapped down on
the table, the bride’s savings were vaunted
above the bridegroom’s heifers and position
as heir to his mother’s bit of land, and with
swaggering and bluff and whiskey drinking
the bargain was concluded. Nothing could
have been more frankly commercial ; nothing,
apparently, could have given more satis-
faction. The cook departed, and lived in a
cabin with a variety of her husband’s relatives,
who were by no means overjoyed at the
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circumstance; potatoes for dinner, and stewed
tea morning, noon and night were her diet;
the hens roosted above her bed, she weeded
turnips and “spread” turf, she grew thin
and pale, but never, so far as is known, did
she repine, or regret the print dresses and
the flesh-pots. The butcher’s driver was
‘“a quiet boy,” better than most husbands;
had it been the broom-maker, foxy in the
face she would have made him an equally
good wife. In a community where old
maids are almost unknown, the only point
worth considering was that she was married
and had a “ young son,” and every man and
woman in the country would have said that
she was right. In traversing the point we
should run our heads against a wall of
primeval instinct.

Wiriters of novels, and readers of novels,
had better shut their eyes to the fact, the
inexorable fact, that such marriages are
rushed into every day—loveless, sordid
marriages, such as we are taught to hold in
abhorrence, and that from them springs, like
a flower from a dust heap, the unsullied,
uneventful home-life of Western Ireland. It

~ is romance that holds the two-edged sword,
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enjoyment, their conjugal battles are insig-
nificant.

The two-fold heart of the race beats
everywhere in the confusion; gross worldli-
ness, and a matrimonial standard clear and
unquestioned as the stars; Love the negli-
gible quantity, and attachment therule. It is
for us, more singly bent on happiness, to
aim at rapture and to foreknow dis-
appointment,
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I apmrr that I hesitate at the thought of
pressing into the elect company of those who
have discoursed upon gardens. From Lord
Bacon down to the Poet Laureate, from the
Poet Laureate up to that self-sufficing and
yet voluble * Elizabeth,” of whose German
Garden all the craft have read, there seems
no inch of garden sod that has been left un-
turned. I ask myself: Have I any original
suggestions on, for example, The disbudding
of 'Mums ? (a term of horrid familiarity that
I have seen applied to Chrysanthemums).
Any high thoughts on Manures? Any
special convictions in the matter of
mulches ?

My conscience, far from admitting ability
to treat of these solemn things, reminds me
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these judicious hands, and the excitement
sputtered out in a little bragging and
hustling, without so much as a black eye
to commemorate it. In half an hour the
ducks were again waddling in line along
the empty street, and a muffled hum pro-
ceeding from the shuttered public houses,
told that the dond fide travellers had at
length reached their journey’s end. It was a
lamentable falling off from the days of the
fish kettles and the mulled port of Kilroy's
Hotel.

The episode had expired in the way that
might have been expected, and was at best
an indeterminate, shapeless thing, full of
unripe revolt that it was too childish to
express. But that moment when the little
flame first flickers in the gorse, feeling its
naked way among the thorns and affluent
blossom, has a wonder of birth in it that is
forgotten when the blazing hillside jars the
noonday, and the smoke rolls monotonously
from strongholds of conflagration.
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It was obvious that to throw it out of the
window in streets crowded with traffic would
merely have involved a heavy fee to an inevit-
able rescuer ; we reserved it for the window of
the train, confidently, even enjoyably. Yet,
such was its inveteracy, in the train the
spell of forgetfulness again held us. The
moments when it was remembered were
precisely when the train stopped at stations,
or the windows were blocked with fellow
passengers, who would probably have pulled
the communication cord to retrieve it. As
we neared the long bridge of Athlone a
final resolve was made. The network of big
girders glided by, the broad Shannon glittered
far below. The red umbrella shot like a spear
through the girders and dropped out of sight.
“ So flashed and fell the brand Excalibur—"

The train crept into Athlone Station and
there entered upon a prolonged wait among
roomy and silent platforms. We exulted at
leisure over the red umbrella. A hurrying
foot was distantly heard ; doors opened and
shut in rapid succession down the length of
the train. We disinterred our tickets. The
door of our carriage was opened and a heated
boy put in his face,
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thumbed by preceding generations. They
have established a theory for the Irish,
and particularly and confidently for Irish
humour, and from owning the theory there
is but a step to becoming proprietors also
of the humour. Myself, when young, was
nourished upon a work named “ Near Home,”
and in the edition current at the time, I
remember that the Irish were indulgently
described as ‘“a merry people, and fond of
pigs.” The hereditary theory could hardly
have been better summarised. The average
Englishman owns an Irish story or two, and
is genially certain of his ability to tell it,
with all necessary embellishment of accent
and expression. As often as possible he
tells it to an Irishman.

Elusive as running water is the brogue
of the Irish peasant; hardly attained even
by those who have known its tune from
childhood. They, at least, know how it
ought to be, and with this knowledge in
their hearts, they have to sit in dreary sub-
mission while the stage Irishman convulses
the English audience; they must smile,
however galvanically, when friends, other-
wise irreproachable, regale them with the
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taken from a random page or two, and there
is no page free of such.

But, after all, right or wrong, pronunciation
and spelling are small things in the present-
ment of any dialect. The vitalising power is
in the rhythm of the sentence, the turn of
phrase, the knowledge of idiom, and of,
beyond all, the attitude of mind. A laborious
system of spelling exasperates the reader,
jades the eye, and fails to convince the ear.
If, in illustration, I again quote Mr. Kipling,
it is because of the conspicuousness of his
figure in literature; he can afford to occupy
the position of target, indifferent alike to miss
or bull's-eye.

Stripped of its curious and stifling
superfluities of spelling, a sentence of
Mulvaney’s runs thus : !

“Oh, boys, they were more lovely than
the like of any loveliness in heaven; ay,
their little bare feet were better than the
_white hands of a Lord’s lady, and their
mouths were like puckered roses, and their
eyes were bigger and darker than the eyes
of any living women I've seen.’ |

With the exception of “the like” there
is nothing in the wording of this panegyric
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V's the Vet.

A nate surgeon, he'll * knife it and chance it '!
And he'll ‘cut out the work *

Without using his lancet ! '
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